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THE KISSOGRAM GIRLS 





- Featuring all your top stars. See the superstars 
from PEACHES, BOUNCE, AMAZONS & FIFTY PLUS 
come to life in living colour. 
DONNA ANMBROSE 43DD 
KAREN WING 44DD 
BIG ZOEY 42E 
 GEORGINA HARWOOD 44DD 
+ THE MYSTERY GIRL 
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MODELS WANTED FOR AMAZONS, 
FIFTY + PLUS, PEACHES AND BOUNCE | 


‘IS YOUR WIFE, GIRL FRIEND, ex DOOR 


_ NEIGHBOUR, BARMAID OR FRIENDLY LADY 


TRAFFIC-WARDEN ENDOWED WITH A 
BOUNTIFUL BOSOM — WE PAY UP TO £100 
PER DAY FOR MODELLING, ALL TASTEFUL, 
WE HOPE, AND THE FINDER OF THE SAID 


LARGE LADY WILL RECEIVE A YEARS SUB- 
SCRIPTION TO AMAZONS OR FIFTY + PLUS, 


TO REWARD YOU FOR YOUR ASTUTE TIT 
SPOTTING — SEND RECENT POLAROID OR 


PRINT TO PHOTO EDITOR — TOZERWARD LTD, 
182A EVERSHOLT STREET, LONDON N1 


| PHOTOGRAPHERS | 


We are looking for contributing photographers for the pages 
of Amazons and fifty +: plus. If you are an amateur or 
_ proffessional photo - buff, please send us for consideration . 
-your work — contacts of b/w and colour transparencies 


only to PHOTO’ EDITOR. 
Tozerward 182A Eversholt Street London. N1 
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An effort to save Australia’s 
scenic seashore turns out to 
be a revelation in itself. 





BY PETER COOK 


i, was Dave who first alerted me to the intentions of the 
local and state government's toward the rain forest of the 
Cape Revelation area. Dave was an old college friend 
who now worked as a professional officer with an en- 
vironmental protection agency. The research institute, 
which I head, also has a strong interest in preserving, for 
its scientific value, the limited amount of unspoiled rain 
forest that remains along the north Australian coast. 
When he called me at my office, he was as angry as I can 
ever remember him. 

“You know that Julie (this was his new girlfriend) 
works downtown for Cooper, the real estate agent,” he 
nearly exploded, “Well, she tells me he has already 
printed brochures advertising beach housing lots along 
the Cape Revelation coast—yet the inquiry into the en- 
vironmental impact of that planned road hasn't even 
begun!” 

I could understand Dave’s anger, and was pretty 
furious myself. The coast north of Cape Revelation 
(which, had been named by an early explorer enthralled 
by the natural beauty revealed when he sailed past the 
headland) is scientifically unique. In fact, there was talk 
of nominating it for world heritage listing. Many of the 
flora and fauna are exceedingly rare and any major 
disturbance, such as bulldozing a road through, could 
destroy their fragile habitat. Nevertheless, the local 
council was desperate to find development projects in a 
declining area and aimed to cash in on the tourist boom 
by opening up beach lots. The reaction from the scien- 
tific and conservation community had forced the state 
government to agree to an inquiry before allowing the 
development to proceed. - . | 

Cooper (Julie’s real estate employer) had a lousy name 


as a land developing shark. It was well known that, as a 
former local politician, he had used his inside knowledge 


























to make financial killings. He had on 
one occasion bought up, almost for a 
song, worthless grazing land that was 
later needed for a new metal smelter. If 
he had brochures ready for the Cape 
Revelation lots, it was clear that his polit- 
ical pals in the state government had 
given him the word that, whatever the 
outcome of the inquiry, the road would 
be pushed through. 

“What do you propose we do?” I 
asked Dave. 

“Well, first, I think we should go up 
there to see just what is going on,” he 
said. “As you know, most of the pro- 
posed route is remote and work could 
even have started, survey lines and the 
like, with few people being aware of it. 
Julie’s due for a few days’ leave and 
wants to go, and says she’ll bring a pho- 
tographer friend along. Can you spare 
the time?” 

It meant rescheduling some of my im- 
mediate work, but it was a serious situa- 
tion and any doubts I might have had 
were fully dispelled by Dave’s next 
comment. 

“Paula, the photographer, is likely to 
be to your taste.” 

I knew immediately what he meant. 
During our college days, both Dave and I 
had acquired reputations as the campus’s 
principal tit-freaks. Few girls with 40 
inches or more up top had escaped our 
attentions and it had become a bit of a 
contest to see which of us could ball the 
biggest. Dave had claimed the record 
with the daughter of a pasta manufac- 
turer, a girl of Italian origin, who he said 
measured 53 inches. I reckoned she had 
one big back, or his tape had slipped, 
but I never argued the case with him. 
Anyway, our shared interest in well-built 
girls had continued to influence our 
choices of bed partners and Dave’s Julie, 
whom I’d met once or twice, was pretty 
well stacked. (‘““Wears a 40E,” he'd 
boasted over the phone to me after his 
first date with her, “and is 46 all round.” 
I’d nodded, with reservations, as he told 
me—but he was probably right I’d 
thought after meeting her.) 

It took us a day to organize the trip. 
Dave and I loaded the institute station 
wagon with camping gear and supplies 
late the next afternoon, and we made an 
early start the following morning. Dave 
and Julie met me at the institute and we 
drove around to collect Paula and her 
equipment. Her equipment....? Some of 
it was photographic, of course, but it was 
the part that she carried on her chest that 
stopped me dead in my tracks. 

About 5’8” with. short blonde hair, 
she was wearing jeans, that emphasized 
slim thighs and hips and a cheeky rear, 
and, sensibly in view of the power of the 
sun that. would pour into the wagon as 
we drove, a long-sleeved cotton blouse. 
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That blouse, which was tucked securely 
into her jeans, pulled tightly across a bra 
of substantial strength whose wide sup- 
porting straps and capacious cups were 
firmly outlined through the cotton. Ca- 
pacious was certainly the word; the con- 
tents of each.of those cups would have 
filled a bucket if anyone had been course 
enough to drop them in one! Even as 
firmly holstered as they were, Paula's 
vast superstructure dominated her chest 
from arm to arm, and almost from neck 
to navel. My mind did arithmetic somer- 
saults...maybe 48 inches all round. A 
more basic part of my anatomy tried to 
somersault too, but was too firmly fixed 
at one end and merely expressed its ap- 
proval by standing rigidly to attention. 

Having stowed her camera bag safely 
in the back of the wagon, she slid into the 
front passenger seat beside me. The 
neck of her blouse gaped briefly as she 
stooped...and with her eyes looking 
straight into mine she deliberately but- 
toned it higher...but the merest quiver of 
her mouth and the expression in her eyes 
as she did so suggested very positively 
that this was teasing and not modesty. I 
knew then that Dave had made her aware 
of my tittish preferences. 

It was a long drive north but I wanted 
to push through to the end of the paved 
road and the start of the threatened rain 
forest area well before dark. We all 
shared the driving and reached the site I 
wished to use about an hour before sun- 
set and pitched camp. Dave and Julie 
shared a two-person framed nylon tent 
while Paula and I had our own separate 
small coccoons. In fact I was debating 
whether to use just my sleeping bag on a 
tarpaulin, when Paula called me over to 
her tent. 

Crouching to slip through the unzip- 
ped opening, I found her kneeling in the 
confined interior. She had removed her 
blouse and was fiddling with the fasten- 
ings of her massive bra! 

“Here, Peter,” she said over her shoul- 
der, “I thought you might like to give me 
a-hand with these wretched hooks. I have 
just got to get this contraption off. Going 
braless for any length of time is not an 
option for me, but I bet no-one enjoys 
taking off a bra more than I do!” 

_ “Except me,” I managed to say, “par- 
ticularly when it’s off someone like 
you!” 

Although I feared my fingers would 
all behave like thumbs, I was able to 
release the five hooks without too much 


fumbling. She pivoted on her knees to 
face, me, pulled the straps from her 
shoulders and let the bra cups drop away. 
My pulse raced as her pounds of firm 
breast flesh burst forth in their new 
found freedom and two glorious pink 
oval melons of tit dangled on her chest. 

Paula must have been about 30 years 
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of age and although her breasts were still 
very firm, they inevitably sagged a little 
under their now unsupported weight. 
Their great swelling curves literally 
spread from arm to arm and the contact 
zone between them was all of 10 inches 
from thepoint between her collar bones 
where the flesh of each breast began to 
bulge outward and downward to the 
bulbous end of each that almost brushed 
her thighs as she sat on her haunches. 
Her areolae were the size of saucers and 
covered almost the whole front of each 
swelling pendulant with a cap of deep 
pink. A prominent, high set nipple 
thrust accusingly from the most forward 
point of each, and a network of blue 
veins crisscrossed the smooth-skinned 
surfaces nourishing the solid masses of 
womanhood. 

She pushed them together, forcing 
them to protrude even more, then 
crossed her wrists with a forearm under 
each so that they were lifted high from 
her chest...and looked inquiringly at me. 

“Tt’s hot and cramped in here,” I mur- 
mured, “but there’s a delightful creek 
just through the trees where we can 
freshen up.” 
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She nodded enthusiastically, threw a 
towel over her shoulders and casually 
around her vast treasures. And as she 
crawled out of the tent behind me, those 
suspended whoppers must have almost 
‘dragged along the ground! 

I grabbed a towel from my things and 
led the way along a vaguely defined path 
I knew and through 50 yards or so of rain 
forest. Although that part of the country 
never has a real dry season, and heavy 
downpours can occur at any time, a 
number of weeks often pass in the winter 
months without substantial rain and 
parts of the creeks fall to shallow levels. 
The spot I knew from my occasional 
previous visits had smooth rocks ex- 
posed at this time of year, with pools 
deep enough for swimming and shal- 
lows ranging from a few inches to a 
couple of feet of water. 

We dumped our towels on a patch of 
dry sand and Paula unbuckled her jeans 
and wriggled to get them down over her 
buttocks. The effect of that movement 
on her free-hanging beauties was almost 
enough to make me come in my pants— 
they swayed ponderously with, I swear, 











an audible slap as they changed direc- 
tion. She wore flimsy, lacy briefs that in 
themselves were almost an invitation to 
rape, but kept them on as she slid into a 
pool. I followed suit, dressed in similar 
style, though my own bikini briefs were 
providing quite inadequate support for 
the great, aching shaft that was now 
testing their strength beyond any manu- 
facturer’s expectations. 

The water level reached just far 
enough for her nipples, hardened by its 
coolness and extending defiantly for- 
ward, to appear to be floating on the 
surface. Feeling my patience had been 
tested for long enough, I slid my hands 
beneath the swelling base of each 
gargantuan chestal organ and, aided by 
the buoyancy lent them by the water, 
bounced them as if they were floating 
basketballs. Making a face at me, Paula 


turned around and butted me with her 
lace-covered ass. In so doing, her heavy 
appurtenances dipped forward and 
deeper into the pool; my hands found 
them again from around behind her. I 
grabbed a fistful of each and pulled them 
apart. There was so much dangling vol- 
ume that each breast passed under her 
arm to the left and right respectively of 
her body. She squealed with this indig- 
nity and elbowed me in the stomach. We 
both lost. our balance and floundered 
under the water. As we returned splut- 
tering to the surface, she clambered up 
onto a smooth rock slab in mid-stream; 
water poured off her and her whoppers 
bounced vigorously as she did so. Her 
cotton panties were soaking wet and al- 
most useless as cover. Once out of the 
water she peeled them off and lay flat on 
her back on the sun-warmed slab, 


spread-eagled as if awaiting sacrifice. 

I joined her, and my eyes must have 
been on stalks as long as that other pro- 
jection of mine. The sun was close to 
setting, rapidly as it does in these lati- 
tudes, but its dying rays through the 
trees illuminated every curve and crev- 
ice of her body and irradiated a pubic 
mound as smooth and hairless as her 
breasts themselves. 

She sensed the direction of my gaze. 

“My swimsuits which I do normally 
wear,” she explained, “are very high cut 
at the crotch, but I rather like the effect 
anyway, don’t you?” 

My mouth was dry as I nodded in 
complete agreement, unable to tear my 
eyes from the pair of pouting lips that 
were so invitingly exposed between her 
wide open thighs. 

‘And don’t let’s waste that,” she 




















added, glancing at my soaking wet, 
overstretched Jockeys. 

That invitation, like her sprawling 
body, was too blatant to ignore. Even 
though she was flat on her back and her 
mountainous breasts had subsided onto 
her rib cage, the volume of those frontal 
colossi was so substantial that they re- 
mained piled high on each side of her 
chest and rose even further, like a great 
fleshy Alpine range, as she pushed them 
together with her upper arms. 

I had never fucked a muffless woman 
before. As I knelt across her thighs, my 
extended rod probing for her vent, her 
sex lips were pink and puffy and glis- 
tened with oozing juices. I was ready 
too. The warm evening air had quickly 
dried the creek water from my body, as 








it had from Paulas, but my swollen 
prick-tip was glistening with lubricating 
pre-cum. It traced a slippery path across 
the tight skin of her shaven triangle, dip- 
ped toward the entrance of her love- 
tunnel, then plunged effortlessly 
through the welcoming mouth and up a 
silken channel like a dagger returning to 
a familiar sheath. She sucked in her 
breath, and I felt her great pliant boobs 
undulating and distorting beneath my 
chest as I swelled, gushed and finally 
relaxed, and she literally howled and 
crushed my body tight against her unbe- 
lievable tit-mass as she came too. 

. The sun had practically gone as I sub- 
sided beside her, still astounded by the 
sheer voluptuousness of her body, and 
the creek was alive with the evening 


chorus of crickets and frogs when my 
ears caught a different sound. Paula 
looked inquiringly as I sat up and turned 
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my head, the better to locate it. I 
touched her lips gently with my fingers 
to quieten her emerging question. 

There were clear male voices calling 
to each other upstream. 

“Dave?” Paula mouthed, and reached 
for her damp briefs. 

“No,” I replied, quietly, “there are at 
least two male voices and anyway they’re 
from the wrong direction. Let’s go and 
investigate. ..discreetly,” I added, notic- 
ing her quick glance at her near total 
nakedness. 

I pulled on my minimum cover too, 
we slid off the rock and I led her by the 
hand carefully upstream. There was an- 
other rough path I knew a few yards on 
which led to a small clearing, sometimes 
used as acampsite. It was less attractive 
though much more secluded than the 
one we were using. That fact aroused my 
suspicion particularly and I was now 
very keen to discover who our neighbors 
might be. Paulas glorious orbs swung 
and bounced as we crept up the path, 
and a couple of times I stopped to pull 
aside lengths of barbed lawyer vine that 
would have jagged their surface 
viciously had we been less careful. 

The voices were louder as we ap- 
proached the clearing and included a 
woman’s as well as the two men’s. From 
a few yards back in the forest, where we 
were concealed by the shrubbery at its 
edge, we had a good view. In what re- 
mained of the daylight we were able to 


pick out a couple of tents, a small bull- 
dozer and a 4-wheel drive vehicle on 
which I was sure I could just make out 











the state crest. 

‘“They’re engineering department 
people,” I whispered to Paula. “My bet 
is they’re a survey team, but I don’t know 
about the woman. I want real evidence 
though and I guess we'll have to wait 
until tomorrow to catch them in the act.” 

“And photograph them,” she mur- 
mured, leaning her upper story firmly 
against my back. “Remember I’m here 
to do that...” 

«as well,’ I finished her sentence 
for her and received a playful clout from 
a full 15 pounds of casually swung tit for 
my pains. 

Back at our camp, where we organ- 
ized an evening meal as discreetly as 
possible since I wished to avoid drawing 
attention to our presence, we sketched 
out a plan of action. My main objective 
was to get conclusive proof that the state 
government was treating the whole 
planned inquiry with contempt and had 
every intention of pushing ahead with 
the road even before the hearing took 
place. We were on the point of turning in 
for the night when Paula exclaimed, “I 
remember her now!” 

In reponse to our questioning reac- 
tion, she explained how she’d felt she 
recognized the woman with the two en- 
gineers but couldn't place her. 

“She’s Martha Hunt,” she said. “You 
know, the local council chairperson. 
The state newspaper did a feature on her 
when she was elected and I took the 
pictures.” 

I remembered then; there had been 
quite a flurry of interest since she was 








the first woman elected to head that par- 
ticular, rather reactionary, council, and 
she was only in her early 30s. 

“And a real flat-chested bitch,” said 
Julie violently. 

We all looked at her. 

“She’s visited Cooper, my boss, quite 
often recently. In fact, I suspect there’s 
something going between them, though 
I can’t think why, he’s overweight and 
bald and she’s like a beanpole. She treats 
me like dirt whenever she’s in the office. 
And she forced the closing of that family 
planning clinic.” 

“Interesting,” I mused, “interesting 
indeed.” 

It rained during the night. Heavy 
tropical rain swept in from the Coral Sea 
and continued for hours. I was very glad 
that I had decided after all to sleep in my 
tent, but we had miserable cold break- 
fasts and emerged into a grey, soggy 
world, though the clouds were breaking 
up and the downpour was easing to a 
stop. To reach the engineering team’s 
camp we had to retrace the route taken 
by Paula and me the previous evening. 
We would have been spotted very 
quickly had we taken the motorable 
track that led more directly and had 
necessarily been followed by the 4- 
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wheel drive vehicle and the ’dozer. 

The creek had risen a couple of feet 
during the night and we all wore shorts 
in order to wade it. I led the way gingerly 
to avoid plunging us all into the now 
obviously deeper pools. Paula had her 
camera slung round her neck and Dave 
carried her accessory bag for her. She 
was wearing a thin, loose fitting T-shirt 
which was quite ineffective at concealing 
the fact that her pendulous tits were 
swaying free beneath it. She caught my 
eye and winked, then whispered, “I just 
couldn’t struggle with that insufferable 


bra in this humidity, so just for one day, | 
and knowing you'd enjoy the sight...” 


When we reached our observation 
point of the previous evening, we saw a 
beehive of activity. The bulldozer was 
clearing small trees and shrubs at the 
edge of the site about 20 yards from 
where we were standing, a temporary 
barrier had been erected across the ac- 
cess track, and a survey instrument had 
been set up. There was no immediate 
sign of the woman we now knew was 
Martha Hunt. Paula began to take pho- 
tographs and then, to get a better view, 
moved Out from the shelter of the shrub- 
bery. I weiit to detain her, but then real- 
ized once we had some incriminating 
pictures it didn’t matter if our presence 
was known. There was nothing illegal in 
our being there. 

But I didn’t figure on Martha Hunt! 
She must have been meeting a call of 
nature, or washing in one of the pools of 
the creek, for she suddenly appeared out 
of the forest just behind Paula. She 
paused as if she couldn't believe what 
she saw, then screeched and rushed at 
her trying to knock the camera from her 
hands. As she ran forward she skidded 
in one of the many muddy pools left by 
the previous night’s rain and grabbed 
Paula around the waist. Paula lost 
control of her camera but Dave, with a 
reaction that would have done justice to 
a ballgame fielder, caught it before it hit 
the ground. 

Paula, however, was bowled over and 
Martha Hunt, dressed in a thin cotton 
frock, fell on top of her and began to slap 
her face in fury. They had fallen into the 
pool in which the councilor had slipped. 
It was only a couple of inches deep but 
the red-brown earth had been softened 
into mud. 

Recovering from the shock of the at- 
tack, Pawla began to fend off Martha's 
assault. She seized her by the wrists, but 
Martha wrenched one hand free and 
‘grabbed Paula’s T-shirt at the neck. 
There was a ripping sound...and Paula's 
unfettered heavy left tit flopped into 
view. Either due to the contrast with 
what she knew was her own under-en- 
dowment or for some other reason, the 
appearance of Paulas bounty raised 


Martha’ ire further. She freed her other 
hand and pushed Paula onto her back in 
the mud. Her dress rode up around her 
waist as she did so, revealing long white 
legs and a pair of cotton briefs. Paula 
grabbed the dress and tugged. It ripped 
off Martha’s shoulders to expose her 
chest. As Julie had cattily remarked the 
night before, she had no need to wear a 
bra—there was nothing to put in it, ex- 
cept a couple of rather prominent nip- 
ples that looked a bit like miniature 
missiles in shallow launching craters. 


Martha screamed with the indignity 
of having her titless state exposed and 
vented her temper further on Paula by 
yanking at her shorts. They were elastic 
topped and were dragged halfway down 
her buttocks. Today she’d Clearly left off 
the lacy briefs as well as her bra and I 
heard Dave gasp when he saw her naked 
butt that was soon plastered with mud. 
The remains of Martha's dress was now 


loose in Paulas hands, a mass of muddy 
rags, and Paulas own T-shirt was hang- 
ing limp around her waist so that both 
her udders now flopped naked and drip- 
ping mud. 

“Cow,” screamed Martha, and sank 
her hands into Paulas voluminous bust- 
stuff. All of her fingers and thumbs sank 
deeply into the great soft masses of tit- 
flesh which she was able to grasp by the 
handful and push around as if she were 
kneading bread dough. Paula's agonized 
reaction was to grab one of Martha's 
prominent teats and pull it sharply as if it 
were a cork in a bottle. The councilor 
yelled in pain and went for Paula's shorts 
again. She plunged her hand down the 
front clearly intent on yanking at Paula's 
pubic hair. Her face was a picture when 
she found nothing to seize! And Paula 
took advantage of her surprise to push 
her onto her back in the mud, sit astride 
her and belabored her about the face 
with her heavyweight chest bombs. 
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Tina Small 


THE WORLD'S MOST EXTRAORDINARY WOMAN 
In 


mot BIG GIRLS DONT CRY 





The 
Kiss-O-Gram Girls 











STARRING PAULINE AS ‘‘ZOE LEE” AND THREE OTHER FAVOURITES 
IN A 90 MIN., LIVE SOUND EXTRAVAGANZA 


When a top-heavy quartet of models are sent to a training academy to learn to become Kiss-O-Gram 
girls, the stage is set for 90 minutes of tittyful turn-on. Led by 43-26-35 Pauline, the girls proceed to 
round their voluptuous bodies into shape. Under the watchful eye of the horny headmistress, they 
jog, workout and massage each other’s huge breasts before being fitted for erotic “undies” and taught 
how to perform the sexy Kiss-O-Gram strip dance. For a final exam they have a contest to see who 
can do the dance the best and the winner may surprise you. You'll follow their every timid step and 
really get to know them as these heavenly-endowed angels are transformed into Kiss-O-Gram girls. 
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This proved less than wise since it 
gave Martha the chance to sink her teeth 
into the tender podgy flesh around one 
of Paula's nipples and the photographer 
cried out in agony. Martha was able to 
push her sideways into the churned up 
mud of the pool again, where she then 
shoved her hand up one leg of Paula’s 
shorts and clearly stuck her fingers into 


the hole I had so lustfully entered the 
previous evening. That was the end for 
Paula who used her greater weight to 
push the councilor over onto her back 
again and this time sat heavily on her 
flat, mud-caked chest. Her own pen- 
dulant udders flopped massively on her 
chest, smeared with red-brown mud that 
was actually dribbling off her nipples 
like some obscene devilish alternative to 
normal breast milk. 

The *dozer driver and surveyor had 
come over attracted by the commotion 
and we had all watched the catfight en- 
thralled. It was Julie who was the first of 
us to pull herself together; she helped 
Paula to her feet, a near-naked, mud- 
covered, bedraggled victor. Martha 
struggled to her feet unaided, and 
crossed her arms over her chest to con- 
ceal her mud-encrusted nipples. Her 
eyes blazed at us and she screamed 
something about the law. 

“No way,’ Dave said calmly, “There 
are no grounds for closing off this camp- 
site before the inquiry, and somehow I 
think you and your friend Cooper will 
forget about pursuing the beach lots 
idea, which I guess was planned to bene- 
fit you personally too.” He tapped 
Paulas camera. “Apart from clear pic- 
tures of state engineering department 
vehicles despoiling forest before the 
hearing, I’ve some interesting shots of 
the council chairperson in rather reveal- 
ing situations.” 

“You wouldn't dare,” she hissed, but 
suddenly realized the weakness of her 
position. “However, your jobs gone,” 
she said, suddenly recognizing Julie, 
“T’ve no doubt you’ve played a part in 
this, being in Cooper’s office.” 

It was a month or so later that the 


inquiry was held and recommended 
conservation. Its opinion was based on 
the unique value of the rain forest and 
not directly affected by our evidence of 
the state governments contempt, but the 
publicity no doubt influenced the gov- 
ernment to agree to abide by the deci- 
sion. Julie resigned from her job with 
Cooper but fortunately I had a vacancy 
for a secretary in the institute and her 
40Es are a welcome sight around the 
office. 












































As for Paula, we remain very special 
friends. She’s grown her muff again, and 
very attractive it is too. It was only last 
week, as she bounced her heavyweights 
over my face as she had over Martha 
Hunt’s and as I gently explored her inner- 
tube again, that I realized how much 
more appropriate the name Cape Reve- 
lation had become! 
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TEASE ? 


Belle knew that her body was filled with a sexual 
longing that her man seemed to ignore. She became a 
buxom tart, with a randy way of catching men’s 
attention to fulfil the needs she felt deep inside. IRIS 
HELLIER was told Belle’s unusual story when they 
met in a hotel bar. 





—ATART OR 





| don’t think Dave had any 
idea just how frustrated | was 
feeling. My breasts would ache 
with the lack of stroking and 
fondling they were getting. 
Of course | would play with 
them, but that was no con- 
solation. 

| thought back to our 
courting days when my hand- 
some, virile husband could 
hardly wait to get his hands 
under my bra and in contact 
with my lovely big tits. Now | 
felt | could scream the way 
he treated me like a wife and 
mother, instead of the over 
sexed woman | really am. It 
was something | felt | couldn’t 
explain to him, after all, per- 
haps he just didn’t fancy me 
any more, perahps my forty 
five inches of beautiful 
breasts just wasn’t enough to 
keep him interested. 

| was telling my troubles 
to my friend Jean, when she 
came up with the idea that 
what he needed was to see me 
in a different light, something 
to shock him into seeing me 
as the randy bird | am. She 
took me off then and there to 
a little shop she knew. An 
hour later we got back into 
my car loaded up with 
parcels. We were both giggling 
like school kids as we got 
back to my house and went 
up to the bedroom. 

“He’ll never even recognise 
you, you look like, well, a 
real tart!” Jean said, with a 
strong hint of admiration as 
she admired my overflowing 
figure in the new outfit. | 
paraded round the room, feel- 
ing very excited by my new 
image. We had bought the 
sexiest collection of clothes 
we could find, plus a beauti- 
ful long, blonde wig. | had 
squeezed my bosom into a 
tiny half cup bra in red satin, 
trimmed with black lace that 
edged the bulging flesh of my 
breasts as they spilled out of 
the tight bra. The wisp of a g- 


string was in matching 
colours, and | also wore a 
tiny black suspender belt, and 
sheer black stockings. The 
shoes were pointed in the toe, 


with very high thin stiletto 


heels, and thin straps that 
went round the ankles. I’d 
put on a lot of eye make-up, 
false black eyelashes, and a 
brilliant red lipstick. The wig 
looked great, as | brushed the 
long blonde tresses over my 
shoulders. 

“Now for the dress, it’s so 
low cut you’ll probably be 
arrested when you step out 
into the street,” Jean said 
giggling again as | pulled and 
tugged the short black silky 
dress over my boobs and hips. 
It fitted like a second skin, 
and | pulled the low bodice 
even lower so that my tits 
looked as if they were about 
to fall out. The bra barely 
covered my _ thick, dark 
nipples, and as | walked back | 
and forth in front of the full 
length mirror | could feel a 
familiar warmth creeping up 
my body. Mytits tingled with 
the longing to be touched and 


‘| could feel the smooth satin 


of the g-string rubbing against 
my slit as | began to feel 
warm and moist. | now look- 
ed the way | felt, sexy, 
obviously willing and the 
kind of woman who enjoyed 
being treated as a sex object, 
the sort of woman who nice 
married women disapprove o 
of! 

After Jean had left, | 
stood in front of the mirror, 
admiring myself once more 
before | took everything 
away to hide until | could 
put my plan into action. | 
slowly slipped my fingers 
inside the bodice of my dress, 
imagining a husky man touch- 
ing me.,My nipples were thick 
and sensitive, as | fingered 
them. My other hand went up 
the short skirt of the dress 
and my fingers edged into the 


side of the g-string and began 


an urgent rubbing of my clit. 


| came in a few seconds as 
my thoughts spun wildly 
thinking of the effect | would 
have on a group of men 
dressed the way I was. 

That night | lay beside 
Dave unable to sleep, | was so 
excited about the next day. | 
knew he was meeting some 
clients in the next town for 
drinks and had_ said he 
wouldn’t be home until late. 
Jean was having my kids for 
the whole night and | planned 
to turn my _ unsuspecting 
husband on in a way he 
wouldn’t forget. As he slept 
beside me, my body longed 
for him, but | was determined 
to leave things as they were 
until the next day. 

When | drove up to the 
hotel where my husband was 
meeting his clients, | almost 
gave up the idea as | suddenly 
felt too embarrassed to sit in 
a smart bar dressed the way | 
was. | made myself park the 
car out of sight and go in. | 
saw him immediately, but 
luckily his back was to me, 
but the reaction of the four 
men with him, gave me just 
the boost | needed, they star- 
ed at me, conversation stop- 
ped and | felt their mouths 
were going to drop open. | 








sat on the bar stool, pulled 
my dress up so that from the 
side they got a glimpse of 
stocking top and suspender 
and ordered myself a very 
large, stiff drink. Excitement 
was flooding through me, and 
| was really beginning to 
enjoy myself. | saw that every 
few seconds one of the men 
would give me the eye, and | 
guessed they’d told my 
husband to look at the tarty 
bird with the huge tits at the 
end of the bar, | knew he 
would wait as he’d have to 
turn right round to get an 
eyeful. My nipples stiffened 
and thrust against the edge of 
the bra. | 
He looked round, and his 
eyes widened, | also knew he 
hadn’t recognised me, not 
surprising, | could hardly 
know it was me when | 
looked in the mirror. | 
smiled, pouting my red lips 
and thrusting my tits with a 
very obvious — provocative 
gesture. One of the group got 
up to buy a drink and the 
barman then came to me and 
said the group of ‘gentlemen’ 
would like to buy me a drink. 
| accepted, ordering another 
large one, hoping | wouldn’t 
get too drunk too early on. It 
was Clear all thought of busi- 
ness had been either finished 





or abandoned. Bit by bit 
they all moved until they 
were standing next to me. | 
could see my husband staring 
at me, as if he couldn’t work 
out why this luscious bosom- 
ed whore was so familiar. | 
kept the long hair partly 
covering my face and was 
grateful that the lighting was 
soft and dim. | made it very 
clear that Dave was the one | 
fancied, although | was loving 
all the attention from the 
other four, crowding round 
me, gazing down my cleavage 
and deliberately trying to 
press up against me. | have to 
admit that | was enjoying a 
wonderful sexual fantasy that 
they all took me upstairs to 
one of the luxury rooms and 
took it in turn to have me. 
Finally, the group decided 
they weren’t going to get any- 
where with me and regretful- 
ly decided to go on to a local 
club. 

My husband made = an 
excuse that he had to get 
home, and we were alone. | 
dropped the cockney accent 
I’d been putting on, I’ve al- 
ways been a pretty good 
mimic, and the shock as my 
husband finally realised that 
the bulge in his trousers was 
caused by his own wife was 
exciting to see. | put my hand 


on him and whispered in his 
ear that he’d better take me 
to bed, unless he wanted me 
to start making love to him in 
the bar. Still stunned he went 
off to the reception desk and 
booked a room. | could see 
the barman thinking I’d 
scored and | expect he was 
wondering whether to say 
anything or not. | winked at 
him, and followed my 
husband into the lift. The leer 
the boy who was escorting us 
to our room gave me made 
me enjoy pressing myself into 
my husband’s back and 
wriggling my body up and 
down. — 

When we got into the 
room, my husband tipped the 
boy and hurried him out. | 
sat on the edge of the bed, 
pulled my dress up and then 
rang down for some drinks 
and sandwiches, | was going 
to tease this husband of mine 
until he couldn’t bear another 
moment of frustration. He 
pushed me down, his mouth 
greedily on mine, his hot wet 
tongue exploring my mouth 
as | felt his breathing fast and 
heavy, his hands trying to feel 
inside my bra. 

“You’re a naughty boy, 
you know I’m a working girl. 
First we have to settle our 
business’’ | said pulling away. 
















































Totally into the fantasy my 
husband, usually so careful 
with his money pulled out his 
wallet, the swelling in his 
trousers bigger than ever. | 
took out some notes and put 
them on the bedside cabinet. 
| got up when the waiter 
knocked and let him _ in, 
bending over to put the tray 
down so that Dave could get 
a view of my stockings and 
suspenders, plus a glimpse of 
my bum round and plump 
either side of the strap of the 
g-string. | stood up briefly 
caressing my breasts outline 
as my man watched me. | 
poured us each a drink and 
sat down again. | leaned over 
and unzipped his fly, his 
swollen penis burst out and | 
gently licked it. As he groan- 
ed with pleasure | used my 
mouth slowly and lingeringly 
on him as he stared down my 
cleavage. Judging his excite- 
ment, | stopped before he 
could come, then nonchalent- 
ly began to eat one of the 
sandwiches. Then | swiftly 
helped Dave off with his 
clothes and he lay back on 
the bed, as | went on behav- 
ing like the pro I felt | was. 
| slipped out of the dress, and 
walked around the room, 
brushing my hair in front of 


the mirror, spraying myself 
with perfume and putting on 
some more bright lipstick. His 
tool stood straight up with 
exctitement as he looked at 
me in the stocking, high heels 
and bra. My breasts were 
bulging over the sides, part of 
the dark circles round my 
nipples peeping over the edge. 
| went back to the bed and 
his hands grabbed me by the 
hips, his fingers digging into 
my ample hips as he pulled 
me down. | pulled one great, 
heavy breast out of the bra 
cup and let if flop in his face. 
He stared at my thick, brown 
teat as if he’d never seen a 
nipple like it before. The 
years of breast feeding my 
babies hadn’t spoiled my tits, 
in fact they seemed to grow 
larger and firmer with the 
years, but it had left me with 
very large, easy to suck 
nipples. 

The sensitive rigid teat 
swelled even more as my 
hungry husband sucked on it, 
my long blonde hair falling 
over part of the huge tit. His 
fingers fumbled for the catch 
of the brassiere, shaking with 
the desire to free both my 
melons for his pleasure. His 
huge erection was pushing to 
get inside me. Finally he pull- 





ed off the bra as both my 
weighty breasts fell free. | 
moved away for a moment 
and pulled off the g-string. | 
straddled him, his thrusting 
prick finding its way 
immediately as | plunged up 
and down on my greedy 
lover. My tits wobbled and 
shook as he pulled me up and 
down. | began to whisper in 
his ear, telling him about 
other men | had taken to the 
hotel’s rooms. 

| was carried away by my 
fantasy, turning myself on 
more and more by imagining 
all the men I’d had and telling 
my husband all the things I’d 
had done to me. He came with 
a gasp and pulled long and 
hard on my nipples. 

| scolded him for coming, 
and went into the bathroom 
and ran a warm bath. | 
slipped into it and called him, 
putting a demanding note in 
my voice. He came into the 
bathroom and. | handed him 
the soap and told him to wash 
me. His hands soaped all over 
my breasts, making them 
‘Slippery and shiny. 

“Tell me more about all 
the men you’ve picked up. | 
want to know what they did 
to you,” he said softly as his 
hands plunged under the 
water and between my legs. | 











saw he was getting hard again. 
| closed my eyes and 
murmured all the things | had 
ever fantasised about, feeling 
his hands on my breasts and 
his darting fingers rubbing my 
stiff, slippery clit. | climaxed 
long and hard, my muscles 
gripping my husband’s sturdy 
fingers as they worked me 
off. 

| stood up and he wrapped 
the towe! round me, his prick 
standing and ready for me. 
The full length mirror in‘ the 
bedroom was on a stand and 
he wheeled it to the bedside. 
Pushing me up on all fours, 
he thrust into me from be- 
hind, my tits dangling down, 
slapping against his hands as 
they groped underneath me 
as if milking a cow with too 
full udders. | stared in the 
mirror watching the way he 


took me, and arching my 
back to get him even deeper 
in me. He too was watching 
the performance in_ the 
mirror. Harder and harder he 
milked my tits, rolling my 
already thick nipples into 
stiff peaks. His thrusting be- 
came almost too much for me 
as he rode me with the com- 
plete sense of owning me, 
after all hadn’t he paid to do 
whatever he liked with me? 

He lightly smacked my 








bottom, telling me that | was 
a tart who cheated on her 
husband, | didn’t deny it, 
knowing that he was more 
excited by the idea of his 
own wife as a two timing 
whore than he’d ever been 
by the faithful, homely wife 
he’d normally seen me as. | 
confessed to more and more 
way out sex scenes, as he 
smacked my bum until it was 
pink. | climaxed twice, shout- 
ing with the intensity of my 
orgasm. Finally the thrust 
Once more and came as | 
came yet again. 

Then he told me to mas- 
turbate as he sat up watching 
me. I’d never even, in all the 
years we'd been married, 
confessed to the fact that | 
masturbate regularly. | knew 
as | lay there slowly begin- 
ning to make love to my 
body that he loved the idea 
that this was something | did. 
My hands pushed and squeez- 
ed at the mounds of tit flesh, 
then | lifted one vast tit and 
sucked hard on the nipples, 
each in turn. My legs | spread 
wide so that he could see 
everything | did. My fingers 
rubbed at my clit, and plung- 
ed into me. My other hand 
massaged and caressed each 
full breast. His eyes were 
fixed to my body as | excited 
and teased it. Finally as | 
neared yet another climax | 
closed my eyes and | could 
hear my little cries of delight 
as | began to shiver with 
climax. | plunged up and 
down on the four fingers | 
had inside me as my other 
hand kneaded my _ bosom. 

| knew we’d have to sleep 
a little before my husband 
would be ready to take me 
again. He lay beside me, and 
we slept for a few hours. It 
was the middle of the night 
when | woke up to find my 
husband’s weight on top of 
me, his hands playing with 
my breasts, lifting each one, 
enjoying their weight and size 
as he pummelled them. He 
was pushing himself ‘in and 
out of me and | awoke from 
a sexy dream to find that in 
fact | was actually doing what 
I'd been dreaming of, begging 
my man to do it harder. He 
pulled my legs up until | was 
clasping them behind his neck 
_as he drove deep inside me, as 
he buried his face into my 
inches and inches of breast, 
roughly biting and licking my 
nipples. He seemed as if he 
couldn’t get enough of me, 
especially my breasts as he 
played with them his fingers 
leaving light marks on my 




































































pale flesh as he buried them 


into my bosom. 


| came, gripping my legs 
round his neck, taking him 
deep inside me, begging him 
to suck my tits harder and 
harder. As he was about to 
come, he pulled out and 
sprayed his come all over my 
breasts. We fell asleep again, 
his hands holding my tits, he 
still inside me. 

| woke first, crept into the 
bathroom, changed into 
ordinary clothes that | had 
brought with me in a little 
vanity case, packed away tne 
wig, and after washing my 
face, | put on ordinary make 
up. | crept out of the room, 
and left the hotel. | drove 
home, determined to preserve 
his illusion of me as a tart. | 
knew he’d go straight to work 
and we wouldn’t see each 
other until he came home 
that night. 

When he came in the next 
evening | behaved as_ if 
nothing had happened, even 
asking him how his meeting 
had gone. | could tell he was 
desperate to get me to bed, 
and | too was tingling with 
desire, but | let the evening 
progress as it would have 
normally. When at last we 
were in bed, | asked him if 
he’d ever been with a tart, he 
was on top of me, groping my 
tits as soon as I’d said it. As 
we began to let our lust begin 
once again, he whispered in 
my ear asking if I’d ever been 
to that hotel dressed the way 
| had been before, | just smil- 
ed and pulled his face down 
into my tits. It excited us 
both so much, | would never 
let him know for sure 
whether his woman was a 
good, faithful housewife, or a 
sexy tart who slipped off now 
and then to have men. 
men. | 

| never let Dave know 
when I’m going to turn up in 
my tart’s gear, it’s always a 
surprise. Since my games with 
him began, we can hardly 
wait to be in bed, and even 
now he’s still not sure 











OMEN 


FRIENDS! 


| felt my body aching from 
head to toe, or from boob to 
boob! Flat hunting was really 
getting me down as | looked 
at different places that really 
weren’t fit to live in. | had 
one more on my list, and as | 
trudged up the road, soaked 
to the skin from a thunderous 
downpour, | couldn’t have 
felt — or looked — more 
dejected. | hadn’t taken a 
coat, as the day had started 
bright and sunny, so that 
when | rang the bell of the 
large house, divided into flats, 
my sweater was clinging to 
me like a second, wet skin. 

A glamorous woman, who 
looked around forty, opened 
the door. She was expensively 
dressed in a velvet suit with a 
ruffled, white silk blouse. She 
ushered me into the hall and 
insisted on making me a cup 
of hot coffee and letting me 
warm up ‘in front of a blazing 
coal fire, before she showed 
me the: ground floor flat. It 
was perfect, clean and pretty 
and just what I’d been look- 
ing for. She took me back 
into her cosy sitting room to 
make all the practical and 
financial arrangements. ‘‘It’s 
silly for you to sit there in 
those soaking clothes, my 
dear. Let me dry out your 
things in my tumble dryer, 
lll lend you a robe,” she 
insisted, and | went into her 
bedroom thankfully to take 
advantage of my new land- 
lady’s hospitality. 

She knocked on the door 
as | had stripped off my 
cotton skirt and sweater. | 
was standing in bra and 
panties, and | had to admit 
when she suggested that | 
take my underwear off for 
drying too, that | was indeed 
soaked to the skin. She stood 
there while | rather shyly 
peeled off my white lacey 
undies. | knew | was being 
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silly, but | felt her eyes roving 
over my body. She walked to- 
wards me with a large fluffy 
bath towel, and with a laugh, 
said: ‘Your back’s soaking 
wet, here, let me ...” She 
gently patted my back dry, 
and then sat on the huge 
double bed with it’s gleaming 
satin quilt while | dried my- 
self. 

She talked generally about 
the house, and other practical 
details of my new home, 
while | towelled myself. My 
breasts, which have been the 
enormous size they are now 


since | was a tender twelve 
year old, trembled and 
wobbled as I vigorously 


rubbed myself dry. Her deep 
blue eyes seemed to stray 
back again and again to the 
massive size of my bosom. 
Finally she got up and walked 
to the built in wardrobe, tak- 
ing her time so that | stood 
naked waiting for the promis- 
ed robe. She brought me a 
beautiful black negligee, that 
fell to the floor in soft 
chiffon. She helped me on 
with it and led me back to 
the.warm, crackling fire. 
‘What you need fs a warm- 
ing drink, I'll bring you one 
as soon as I’ve put your 
clothes in the dryer,’ she 
said in a motherly tone. As | 





walked past the mirror in the 
sitting room | saw that the 
negligee was completely 
transparent, and | couldn’t 
help noticing how it suited 
me, the twin peaks of my 
breasts thrusting out, the soft 
glow of my fair skin showing 
through. | sat by the fire and 
within a moment my hostess 
was back with a large glass of 
a warm sweet drink, which 
she explained was a French 
liqueur she’d brought back 
from her holiday. | didn’t 
really notice how strong it 
was as we. Sat __ talking 
really notice how strong it 
was as we sat talking 
together, until I’d drained my 
second glass. 

| felt totally warm and 
relaxed, and bit by bit we 
swopped stories about our 
lives, she was a rich widow, 
who enjoyed the company of 
the young people she let out 
her flats to. |, in turn, told 
her all about my _ recent 
broken engagement, and how 
lonely I’d been since the split. 

“Of course, | must be 
honest, when you’ve been: 
used to a very active sex life, 
you miss it, don’t you find?”’ 
she asked me in a softly 
curious voice. | found it easy 
to talk to her about my sex 
life with Jack, how one of the 





reasons we'd broken up was 
that | needed sex constantly 
and couldn’t stay faithful 
while he was away at sea. 

“! quite understand,” she 
said, throwing off her jacket 
as the fire’s warmth, plus our 
drinks took effect. As she put 
the jacket over the back of 
the chair, | saw her huge 
breasts, naked, under her 
blouse. They were as big as 
my own, but where my 
nipples are small and pink, 
she had huge dark aureoles 
and thick, stalk like nipples 
that. jutted out of her fine, 
silk blouse. She saw me look- 
ing and gave me an under- 
standing smile. 

“| think we big girls have a 
stronger sex urge than 
ordinary women, don’t you?” 
| nodded, admiring the easy 
way she spoke. | have a very 
strong need for sex, yet I’ve 
always been shy of talking 
about It. 

She walked to the cocktail 
bar and refilled my glass once 
more. | couldn’t help noticing 
the firm shape of her tits, not 
a trace of sagging muscles, at 
her age her tits were as youth- 
ful in their bounce as my 
own. She seemed to saunter 
back to me _ thrusting her 
breasts and | had to admit to 
myself | was fascinated by 


their springy movement. | 
























































had never met a woman as 
huge bosomed as myself be- 
fore. 

She talked about her late 
husband and bit by bit de- 
scribed their sex life to me. 
The way she talked was so 
open and explicit | found 
myself excited by her tales of 
her husband’s delight in her 
tits, the photos he’d taken of 
her and all the stories she told 
me of the times he’d bought 
her fancy bras and costumes 
to show off his pride and joy, 
her enormous tits. 

“Come on, I'll show you. 
| think it’s silly, | have all 
these wonderful bras that | 
never wear now, I’m _ sure 
they’d fit you, and at your 
age you can make good use 
of them,” she said with a 
smile, pulling me to my feet. 
| meekly followed her back 
into the pretty bedroom, 
with it’s soft, pink lights and 
full wall of mirrors. She 
took our brimmng_ glasses 
and shut the door behind us 
as | sat down on the bed. 
“Let’s start with — the 
pictures,” she said with a 
giggle. “Being a bosomy girl 
yourself, you’ll appreciate 
these.’”’ She handed me my 
glass and, at the same time, 
an album. |! opened the 
expensive leather cover and 
on the first page was a picture 
of Margaret, as she’d asked 
me to call her, with two men, 
One on each side sucking at 
her breasts. | must have gasp- 
ed, as she just laughed and 
told me how her husband had 
loved to see her being made 
love to. | turned the next few 
pages slowly, seeing photo- 
graphs of Margaret alone, 
with a lover, with aman who 
she told me was her husband, 
a friend had taken the shot, 
and finally the last few pages 
of the book were Margaret 
and another woman. The two 
women were obviously deep- 
ly engrossed in each other’s 
bodies, their mouths on each 
other’s nipples, hands giving 
each other pleasure, as you 
could see from their faces and 
the whole look of the picture. 
There was silence in the 
room, Margaret was now sit- 
ting next to me as | studied 
the last page. 

“What does that make you 
feel?”’ she said softly. Before 
| could answer, she went on: 
“Have you ever tried breast 
love? My husband enjoyed 
seeing me with a lesbian lover 
more than anything else. My 


‘first experience was just to 


please him, but once I'd tried 
it, | knew that | was truly bi- 
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So THERE \OU ARE! Do You > 
REASE THAT JEANNE AND \ . 
KANE GEEN KIDNAPPED, Soup AS 
SLAVES To A MAD SULTAN, AND; 


KAVE ONLY OUST NINNAGED To 
FREE CURSELNES? 
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\S 15 A STUPID DESERT — 
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I'M PARTCHED! HAND ME | 7 ) | sake 
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B0SS' AND t WANT A 
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FROM Now on, PAY 
No ATTENTION To 
ANYTHING | IE WE 
WANT TO SURVIVE , 
WE HAVE to LEARN 
To \GNoRE WESE 





HEY look! 11'S ONE oF Those 
CUSTOM @ylitt LiMos with 
& BILT-w DACUZQI! oR 
MANGE \T'S A mMRAGE! 

\ TRoUGHT WE WERE 


A MIRAGE! 
















Hi, GURLS! CAN WE 
Do You A SERVICE? 





\\. 

wy 

ee 0 
\ We | 

* | mail 








| , 
! 





SPEAK “FOR YouRSELE! 
A MA Dose oF DELERIUM - 
TREMENS — AND (Mm 

FoR WoK! 





i . WORLD SXNDICATICN RIGHTS €) K2Ee- UWAED UD KS 





¥ 
Gk 

if ate 

ir 














YOU'RE A FIGMENT OF OUR IMAGINATION!) PP WHAT LUCK! DAMSELS IN DISTRESS! Come WITH 
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SET 21: | Mega-Star Sam Fox needs no introduction. 
SET 22: Lolita, new bit-tit young girl, her first ever posing session. 
SET 23: Debbie Jordan, one of AMAZONS MAGAZINE first discoveries, a great 
'titting and splitting’ set. 
SET 24: Chris needs no introduction from us, you've seen her in Peaches, 
Bounce and Fifty Plus, now she gives'you a great OTT show. Hot Stuff. 
SET 25: The sensational Tracy Neaves, the Top of all the Page Three stars, great 
tits, beautiful face, at enormous expense, for your eyes only previously 
unpublished and uncensored shots. ~ 
SET 26: Blonde beauties: A sensational set of Big- Busted Blondes, Busty Beauty 
Queens, a must for all collectors. 
| SET 27: Maxine, a big busted blonde, Yorkshire lass, with milk-heavy breasts, 
| great oiling and spread shots. 
| SET 28: The sensational Debbee Ashbee, Page Three, Penthouse, Mayfiar, Vidio, 
she’s done the lot, a great set. 
| SET 29: Double E Cup Bra-Busters. 
| Ten different super top girls, your all time mega-tit girls. 
SET 30: Nicky, one of your all time favourites give you spread showing that will 
| get you creaming, not to be missed. 
SET 31: _Big Toni; due to popular demand we give you another sensational set 
| On Bit Toni, just voted by the Top American Tit Magazines as Miss Tit 
q Sensation of '86. 
| SET 32: Lu Varley, another great Page Three superstar sensational firm young 
boobs, you'll ‘come’ again and again for ‘her’. 
: SET 33: Black Bombshell 
Ten great shots of all your super tit black chicks 500 of super 
| heavyweignts, all your great favourites. 
| SET 34: Jayne. The Big Busty sensation from the Midlands, a double ‘F’ cup, we 
needn't say more she'l smother you. 
| SET 35: LOLITA & LOCHINVAR | | 
7 Young Lovers, a very heavy action pix of a young heavy titted Lolita and 
: her college stud, not for the squeamish. 
SET 36: Lesbian — Big Tit Action 





SENSATIONAL NEW PICTURE SETS 


A new sort of action, the hard core shots of two big girls getting it ‘on’ 
definitely ADULTS ONLY this one. 








NOW BIGGER 6x4 SIZE — NOW SUPER GLOSSY 


| PLEASE SEND SETS 
21 22 23 24 25 26 27 28 29 30 31 32 33 34 35 36 3/7 
el a a ek a oe, ee, es ey a ee ee 


All orders are despatched by return post. We mail world wide in seven days. 
If you are ordering from outside the UK please add 20% for postage. 


_ Each set — A great low price of £5.00 
4 sets for £18.00 os 7 sets for £30. 00 
11 sets for £45.00 ‘All 16 = for £60. 00 


Send your order to 
SB SALES, 182A EWERSHULT STREET, LONDON NW1 
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sexual. You see feeling and 
enjoying a woman. with 
beautiful big breasts is an 
experience that you never 
forget.” 

| couldn’t speak, as | was 
weak with a feeling all over 
my body of excitement, 
which | hadn’t felt since Jack 
used to take me with his big 
strong arms and thick prick. | 
didn’t know what to think, 
but | knew that as | watched 
Margaret slowly unbuttoning 
her biouse, that | wanted, 
more than anything else to 
feel the wonderful softness 
and breath taking size of her 
breasts. 

“You want to touch 
them don’t you?” she said as 
she flung aside the blouse and 
parted the front of the 
negligee | was wearing. 

“Feel them, they’re big, 
as huge as yours. Don’t pull 
back, the size of your pretty 
little nipples tells me what | 
want to know. You’re longing 
to feel me, and what’s more 
you’re aching for me_ to 
fondle yours,’ she whispered 
in my ear as she put my 
hands on her big, firm tits 
and began to caress mine, her 
sharp, red painted nails softly 
scratching my nipples. My 
fingers sank into her warm 
bosom, while | could feel my- 
self pushing closer for her to 
caress and fondle my boobs. 
Her mouth darted down and 
my nipples stiffened even 
more as she loudly sucked 
hard on it. She released my 
nipple, pushed me back and 
pinned me down. Her mouth 
found my lips, forced them 
Open insistently and_ her 
rough, hot tongue was soon 
exploring mine. | resisted no 
more, but eagerly let my 
tongue meet hers. — 

As we kissed passionately 
our hands were ecstatically 
playing with each other’s 
breasts, the only sound in the 
room our soft moans: My 
fingers excitedly pinched her 
nipples, thrilling as they grew 
and grew under my attentions. 
She then knelt above me and 
without a second bidding, | 
opened my mouth to receive 
the large, thick cherry that 
she thrust between my lips. | 
sucked each nipple in turn, 
my hands revelling in the size 
and weight of her enormous 
mammaries. Her fingers were 
stroking me, | parted my legs 
automatically so that she 
could more easily massage 
me. | could feel her own 
warmth and moisture exactly 
on top of mine as her hands 
went back to making beauti- 





ful sensations in my breasts. 


She moved down my 
body, her tongue working on 
me, lapping at me as | moan- 
ed with pleasure, her fingers 
still tweaking my nipples and 
massaging my heavy breasts 
as her mouth concentrated on 
my clit. We took it in turn to 
lap at each other, and then 
lay side by side, having stop- 
ped short of orgasm to 
prolong the delicious agony. 
We rubbed our tits together. 
The sensation of knowing 
that what she felt | felt, was 
something out of this world. 
Slowly we made tit love to- 
gether, and then she reached 
out and from under her 
pillow she took a massive 
vibrator. | gasped, telling her 
I’d never be able to take it. 
She smiled knowingly, and 
went back to lifting and 
sucking at my tits as she 
pushed between my thighs. 

She had been right, in the 


‘state of total excitement | 


managed to accommodate the 
enormous vibrator, bigger 
than any man I’d ever taken. 
She tickled my clit into even 
more sensitivity with-its vib-. 
rating head, then slowly, but 
insistently filled me with it, 
making me tell her how much 
| loved it, as | desperately 
grabbed and suckled at her 
more than ample bosom. Her 











love making was relentless, 
and as 1 thrashed around with 
both pleasure and the huge 
phallus she’d inserted, she 
pressed it home again and 
again as my tit fondling be- 
came more urgent and my 


nipple sucking became even 


more demanding. Her free 
hand lifted and squeezed each 
of my heavyweights in turn, 
and her biting and sucking 
ceased to be gentle as | 
shouted with the violence of 
the orgasm that ripped 
through my. willing flesh. 

| lay gasping for a few 
moments before | turned the 
tables and began to bring my 
wonderful massive breasted 
friend to her climax. | switch- 
ed the plastic vibrator on 
again and rubbed it all around 
her breasts, bringing its buzz- 
ing head to rest on her thick, 
enormously swollen nipples. 
The peaks stiffened even 
more, and she squeezed her 
thighs together in excitement 
as she begged and urged me 
on. Flinging myself on top of 
her | thrust her thighs apart 
and pushed the vibrator to its 


‘natural home, it slipped in 


with ease, proof that 
Margaret had used it nightly 
since she had been without a 
man. She pulled my breasts 
down to her face, as if she 





wanted to suffocate in the 
huge inches of breast flesh 
that dangled over her. She 
sucked so noisily on my al- 
ready sore nipples that the 
sound seemed to fill the 
room. | wanted her breast: 
love too much to stop her, 
and the tenderness of my 
roughly sucked nipples only 
seemed to enhance the 
electric tingling in my tits. | 
couldn’t be gentle with her, | 
was enjoying the sensation of 
power too much. | thrust the 
vibrator in and out of her, she 
was too wet and excited to 
feel its huge dimension. If | 
stopped my breast manipul- 
ation for even a second she 
begged and cried for me to 
start again. So, knowing how 
she needed it, | teased her 
every now and then and 
pulled my tits away from her 
greedy attentions, and 
stopped my breast play, only 
to make her beg me ‘to do it. 
She clutched my tits fiercely, 
while | bit softly on her teats, 
and | could feel her muscles 
gripping the plastic penis 
tightly as she thrashed and 
arched her body as her climax 
took over her every thought. 

While we rested from our 
sex games, she made me de- 
scribe my sex life with every 
man I’d had, talking turned 
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her on she said. While | talked 
her fingers gently strayed 
over my breasts, and just 
softly touched between my 
legs. | felt, within minutes my 
need for orgasm and tit play 
rise again. She made me wait, 
and then she used detailed 
descriptions of her love life 
with women and men to 
make me moist and _ stiff 
nippled once more. Then 
with a laugh, she leant over 
the bed and produced a tape 
recorder. This time she 
probed and licked, fondled 
and caressed my breasts while 
the sounds of our voices 
with their totally explicit sex 
tales played back. Then | 
heard the tape playing back 
my own voice begging her to 
play with my tits and make 
me come again, which | had 
done before she’d begun to 
really bring me off again. It 
didn’t make me embarrassed, 
in fact to hear myself plead- 
ing for this giant titted 
woman to have me, only 
excited me more. 

| spent the whole weekend 
with my landlady, and by the 
end of the weekend she’d 
broken me of all my shyness, 


there was nothing | wouldn’t. 


do to get at her breasts and 
make her play with mine. | 





longed for the climaxes ana 
sensation of heavy breasts 
and stiffened nipples too 
much not to do whatever she 
asked. I’d also tried on all her 
range of sexy bras, even 
allowing her to tie my nipples 
with silk threads to make 
them bigger while she colour- 
ed them with a flavoured lip- 
stick for her to enjoy sucking 
off. 

| only went away briefly 
to bring all my _ possessions 
back to my new home. | 
moved into the flat as plan- 
ned, but every night I’m not 
with a boyfriend, | spend in 
Margeret’s huge bed, playing 
with her massive bosom while 
she plays with mine. In fact 
both her steady new boy- 
friend and mine are now 
aware of our sex life together 
and sometimes we let them 
watch, and occasionally join 
in as we enjoy the wonderful 
sensation of breast love and 
sex between we two swinging 
breasted women. | enjoy my 
sex life with men as I’ve 
always done, but | wouldn’t 
give up Margaret’s huge 
swinging bosom for anyone, 
and | know that without her 
regular enjoyment of my tits, 
she’d soon. be frustrated. 
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VIDEO TIT 
SENSATION!! 


Now for the very first time 
TITANTIC TINA 84” PLUS In ner 
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£37.50 inc P&P 





Advance orders now being taken, ao 
not miss this collectors item! 
Be one of the first to acquire this 
hard to get ‘SPECIAL 


Don't delay rush today to E 
S.B. SALE, 182 EVERSHOLT STREET, 
7 LONDON NW1 











GREAT VIDEO OFFER 





DEBEE ASHBY No.1 


PRICE £19.50 
DM 80.00 
D.K. 300.00 


BRITAIN’S 
No 1 SEX 
SYMBOL PLUS 
SEVEN OTHER 
BiG BOOB STARS 








DEBEE ASHBY No.2 


PRICE £20.00 
DM 80.00 
D.K. 300.00 





Send to: S B SALES 182 EVERSHOLT STREET LONDON NWI UK 
STATE VHS OR BETA 
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